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" Ensign, what are you spoiling your squadron for ?
Chat's all this liberalism of yours ? Preparing a soft bed
for yourself against a possible change in the situation ?
Playing with both sides for old times' sake ? Now, on
arguing ! Don't you know your discipline ? What ? Replace
Jyou ? We will! I'll give orders for you to hand over the
squadron this very day, and no grumbling from you,
brother! "
. He was reduced to the rank of a troop commander. His
regiment captured a village, and with his troop he occupied
the hut assigned to him. It appeared that the owner had
retreated with the Reds, and his elderly wife and daughter,
a girl in her 'teens, waited on them submissively. Gregor
went into the best room and looked around : the owners had
evidently lived well, for the floor was painted, they had
Viennese chairs, a mirror, the usual photographs on the walls
and a fulsomely-worded school certificate in a black frame.
./Gregor hung his wet raincoat to dry on the stove, and rolled
a cigarette. Prokhor Zykov entered, put his rifle down
against the bed, and informed him unconcernedly:
" Wagons have arrived from Tatarsk, and your father
with them, Gregor Pantalievich ! "
" Any more tales like that ? "
" It's true ; there are six wagons from our village."
Gregor put on his greatcoat and went out,   He found his
father leading his horse through the gate of the yard. Daria,
wrapped in a home-made coat, was sitting on the wagon,
holding the reins.  A moist smile and laughing eyes gleamed
. at Gregor from beneath the cowl of her coat.
" What brought you here ? " Gregor shouted, smiling to
his father.
" Ah, son, it's good to see you alive. We're visiting you
as uninvited guests. . . ."
Gregor embraced his father's broad shoulders and began
to unfasten the traces from the wagon. As they unharnessed
the horses they exchanged fragmentary remarks. " We've
brought you ammunition for you to go on fighting with," his
father told him. Daria took some fodder for the horses out
of the wagon.
" And why have you come, too ? " Gregor asked her.
" I came with father.   He hasn't been well.   Mother was